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Dear mouse friends, 
Welcome to the world of 
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Geronimo Stilton 
A learned and brainy 
mouse; editor of 
The Rodent’s Gazette 


a 


Thea Stilton 
Geronimo’s sister and 
special correspondent at 
The Rodent’s Gazette 





Trap Stilton 
An awful joker; 
Geronimo’s cousin and 
owner of the store 
Cheap Junk for Less 


Benjamin Stilton 
A sweet and loving 
nine-year-old mouse; 
Geronimo’s favorite 
nephew 
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GERONIMO STILTON, 
RATTUS EMERITUS 


That morning, everything started ringing 
at once. The toaster oven, the phone, the 
doorbell. I let the answering machine pick 
up the call, grabbed my cheesy toast from 
the toaster, and ran for the door. An Express 
Mail mouse stood on my doorstep. 
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GERONIMO STILTON, RATTUS EMERITUS 





“Letter for you, Mr. Stilton,” 
he squeaked, pawing me a strange-looking 


envelope. “The sender has requested you 
pay for the postage.” 
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GERONIMO STILTON, RATTUS EMERITUS 


I grumbled, pulling out my wallet. HOW 
rude! What kind of mouse can’t pay for 
stamps? 

After the mail mouse left, | looked more 
closely at the envelope. It was made out 
of old scraps of newspaper glued together. 
How Strange! 

Geromima Stilien, Rattus 
Eme/ié, it read. I started to open the 
envelope. That’s when I realized it was sealed 
with ® PIECE OF STICKY 
CHEWING COM. Slimy Swiss balls! 
How difguSting! 

Inside, I found a greasy note. I sniffed it. 
It smelled like an old cheese wrapper. And 
not in a good way. 

The note was written in CQ yon. It 
looked like it had been written by a mouselet! 
It appeared to be a wedding invitation, but 
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GERONIMO STILTON, €7\ RATTUS EMERITUS 
ee ee 





it didn’t look like any wedding invitation 
I’'d ever seen before. I squinted at it, and 


couldn’t believe my eyes! It said: 





1S. Sti 
Samuel S. Stingysnot 


Is pleased to invite 


Geronimo Stilton 


to the wedding of his son, 
Ste 7 i 


t 


/ 


/ 
Patience Plainpaws 


The ceremony will b 

‘ at the family ho 
Penny Pincher C 

on Cheap Change 


Y BB) ue i Rea : 
AT ee | iN 5 @} U 
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ARE YOU PACKED? 


Ah, yes, Uncle Samuel S. Stingysnout. 
Who else would send a wedding invitation 
written on an old cheese wrapper and 
sealed with chewing gum? Uncle Samuel S. 
Stingysnout was the cheapest mouse I had 


" 1 got Op ever met. When he had a 
© © 






cold, he refused to buy 

tissues. Instead, he 

blew his nose into 
his tail. Yuck! 

I called my 

sister, Thea, to 

see if she had gotten 

an invitation, too. 
“Oh, 1 GOT ONE,” Thea 
snorted. “I put a clothespin 
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ARE YOU CH PACKED? 


on my nose before I opened it. Cheese niblets, 
what a stench! So are you packed?” 

I couldn’t believe it. Thea actually wanted 
to go to the STINGYSNOUT wedding? 

“Of course we’re going,” my sister insisted. 
“Uncle Samuel may be cheap, but he lives in 
a castle. We’ve never been there before. It 
will be fun! I’ll be over with Benjamin and 
Trap in a few minutes to get you.” 

“Now?!” I shrieked. But there was no 
answer. As usual, Thea had hung up on me. 

I bit my tail to keep from 





Why, oh, why did 
my sister try to 
drive me crazy? 
She knew I was a 
planner. I liked to 








ARE YOU ore PACKED? 


prepare before I went off on a trip. I liked 
to pack carefully. What if I forgot my tie? 
What if I forgot my toothbrush? What if a 
late winter storm hit and I needed my catfur 
earmuffs? 
Ten minutes later, Thea was at my place. 
“Ready?” she squeaked. 
I opened my mouth to say no. But just then, 
my favorite nephew, 
a "ik, Benjamin, grabbed 
: my paw. 
“Oh, this is so 
exciting, Uncle 
Geronimo! I’ve 
never been to a 
wedding before. 
Look at the 
wedding present I 
made. Do you 











ARE YOU QD PACKED? 


like (t?” he cried. 

He showed me two small red cardboard 
hearts with the names of the bride and 
groom on them. | sighed. How could I say 
no to my dear, sweet nephew? 


G Low! some stuff bh WY. Suitit 
“lowed ny family ol the door. 
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WHAT A PLACE! 


It was a long trip. 

A VERY, VERY LONCG ONE. 

Uncle Samuel S. Stingysnout’s castle was 
far outside of New Mouse City. We passed 
through wooded forests, rocky mountains, 
and fields filled with nothing but high brown 
grass. There was not a store or newspaper 
stand in sight. What a nightmare! I guess 
you could say Uncle Samuel lived in the 
middle of nowhere. 

Finally, we spotted the castle. It was 
perched on the top of a large hill. The 
castle seemed to be built out of all different 
materials — brick, stone, glass, Silly Putty. 
It looked like a T 
put it together with his eyes closed. Old 
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The castle seemed to be built out 
of all different materials. 





WHAT A §) PLACE! 


aluminium cans were crushed into one side 
of the building, and the windows were all 
different shapes and sizes. 

A flag hung over the castle entrance. It 
showed a faded and patched coat of arms 
that read, PENN Y PINCHER CASTLE. 





The flag also had a picture of amouse holding 
a piggy bank in his paw. 

As we drew closer, we realized there was 
a moat surrounding the castle. The water 
smelled like my grandma Onewhisker’s 
DISGUSTING 


Swiss cheese casserole. It was as thick as 





pea soup, only instead of being pea green, 
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WHAT A ) PLACE! 


this water was brown. THERE Ps 
I clutched my stomach. 


Did I mention that I « SHELLED 3 
have a weak digestive > a 
hk @ 
5 
system ; et a 
“How are we supposed ¥%, ay VY 
to get through that?” 4, 


Trap squeaked, holding Yay guian™ 
his nose. 

Thea smirked. “Must we females do 
everything?” she huffed. Then she put her 
paw in her mouth and let out an eaf- 
piercing whistle. I thought my head 


would explode! CHEESE 
NEBL E'S! Did! mention 


that I have sensitive ears? 





Instantly, a small door opened up right 
above the water level. A thin mouse’s snout 
peeked out. 
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WHAT A 8) PLACE! 


“Well, well, well, here 


they are at last, my 






dear, dear relatives... 
y™ the m 

m7 a checine Lo Te most 

beautiful place on Eat 


gens Pincher Castle fr» 


called my uncle Samuel S. Stingysnout. 

I nibbled my whiskers to keep from 
squeaking. The most beautiful place on 
Earth? I wondered if my uncle had ever seen 
an EYE doctor. Maybe I should tell him 
about my optometrist, Dr. Bifocals. 

But before I had a chance, Uncle Samuel 
began paddling toward us in an old, patched 
up inner tube. 

“Climb aboard my private ferry,” he 
instructed. 
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WHAT A 8) PLACE! 


I stared at the leaking tube. It was 
deflating by the second. Private ferry? Was 
he kidding? 

Uncle Samuel waved a paw at the smelly 
water. “Ah, yes, isn’t this place fabulous?” 
he boasted. “All the comforts of a luxury 
resort. entt To Swiy xt 

SPARKL 


I tried not to laugh out loud. 

We paddled past clumps of foul-smelling 
water plants, old cheese rinds, and plastic 
milk bottles. WWAV £) DUAMPE The only 
thing sparkling in these waters were the 
aluminium cans and other bits of junk. 

My eyes began to tear. Did I mention that 
I'm allergic to foul-smelling garbage? 
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IT ITCHES, IT ITCHES, 
IT ITCHES! 


I clutched the sides of the tube and tried 
not to think about my watering eyes or sour 
stomach. Every now and then, a splash of 
smelly moat water hit me in the face. 
Moldy mozzarella! 

WHY, OH WHY had I agreed to come 
on this trip? I was a good mouse. I never 
hurt anyone. Well, there was that one time 
I clocked my uncle Handypaws in the snout 
with a golf club. But it was an accident. I 
didn’t hear him scamper up behind me. 

Iwas still thinking about Uncle Handypaws 
when my tail began to itch. I tried scratching, 
but the itching only got worse. Suddenly, | 


was scratching away like a wGd youse. 





16 





It ITCHES, IT Se ITcHES, IT ITCHEs! 


“Is itches! [t itches! It itcheeesss!> 
I shrieked. ala iiiailiell 

Finally, I couldn’t take it 
anymore. I tore off my pants to 
make the scratching easier. 

That’s when I _ noticed 
that a crowd of rodents had 
gathered outside the castle. 
“Look at that mouse! What’s he 
doing in his underwear?” I heard 





one say. 

“HOW SHAMEFULLY another 
added. 

‘How tacky’®” squeakeda 
third. 

When we reached the other side of the 
moat, Thea gave me an annoyed look. 

“Why do you have to be so embarrassing, 
Geronimo?” she whispered. 
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It ITCHES, IT SH ITCHES, IT ITCHES! 


Just then, I heard Trap snicker under 


his whiskers, “IT WORKS! THE ITCHING 
POWDER REALLY WORKS!” 


Itching powder? I should have known. My 
obnoxious cousin loves to play pranks — 
especially on yours truly! I was lj Vi d. If 
only I could get my paws on him. But he 
disappeared into the castle before I had a 
chance. 

I climbed out of the tube and entered 
the courtyard, which was CROWDED with 
guests. 

They were all staring at me. 

I could hear them murmuring. “Is it 
possible? Can that shameful mouse really be 
Geronimo Stilton? The famouse publisher?” 
I heard one mouse say. 

“It IS!” another confirmed. 

“How embarrassing, to have such a 
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It ITCHES, IT Se ITCHES, IT ITCHES! 


relative!!!” a third squeaked. 

By now, | was red with anger. 

I marched up to Trap in the main hall of 
the castle. I was going to give him a piece of 
my mind. 

But as soon as I opened my mouth, Trap 
shoved something into it. Something sweet. 
Something gooey. Something chocolate! 

I love Chocolate! 


embarrassing! 


T 
_sivie" "a famouse p alts 








It ITCHES, IT SH ITCHES, IT ITCHES! 


“Sorry about the itching incident,” Trap 
squeaked. “Hope you like the chocolate.” 

I was in SM@SK. It’s not like my cousin 
to apologize. 

But I didn’t have much time to think about 
it, because Uncle Samuel S. Stingysnout’s 
excited squeak broke into my thoughts. 
“Welcome, dear guests!” he exclaimed. 


Can that mouse really 


be Geronimo stilton? 
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A NICE WARM ROOM 


We followed Uncle Samuel up a LONG, 
winding, crumbling, staircase. He stopped 
at a door covered with worm holes. 

“This, dear nephews, is your room,” he 
squeaked proudly, flinging open the door for 
me, Trap, and Benjamin. “You can freshen 
up while I show Thea to her room. We'll 
meet in a half hour in the banquet hall.” 

I blinked. The room was a sight for poor 
eyes. AND | MEAN REALLY POOR! 

The paint was chipping off the walls. 
The floor was covered with a _ patched- 
up cheddar yellow carpet. And the 
rotted bookcase looked like it was about to 
collapse. 

Benjamin took down one of the books. 
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<> WARM ROOM 





The Rodents Ant of Saving 
(our ts Cut Coats te the Jailbene) 


BY BURT BARGAIN RAT 





He tried to open it but couldn’t. The book 
wasn’t real. It was just a block of wood! 

I couldn’t believe it. I was still staring 
at the block of wood when Trap began to 
shriek. 





A NICE S WARM ROOM 


“YOwee!” he cried. He had tried to 
sit down on a faded leather pawchair, and a 
spring had poked him right in the tail. 

I headed for the window. Maybe a little light 
would help cheer up this gloomy place. But 
when I tried to open the curtains, I couldn’t. 
They were painted right onto the wall! 

Just then, I caught sight of some flames 
burning in the fireplace. How strange. 
The room felt like the FF@@ZEF in the 
back room of the Icy Rat ice cream parlor! 

I stretched my paws toward the Flames. 
That’s when I realized they weren’t flames at 
all. They were just strips of red paper being 
blown around by the ice-cold air. 

I shivered. Did I mention that I’m not a 
cold weather mouse? 


Oh, why had f come to this 
awful, freezing place?! 
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WHERE’S THE 
BATHROOM? 


I flipped open my suitcase and immediately 
began to unpack. My sister calls me a 
mneatnick. That’s because I like to 
have everything in its place all the time — 
underwear, socks, my Cheeseball the Clown 
night-light. I had just finished hanging up 
my jacket when I heard a strange rumbling 
noise. It was my tummy. 

All of a sudden, I felt like my stomach was 
about to explode. 

“Where’s the bathroom?” I shrieked. “WU 
have to — ® “” T lurched 
out into the hall and grabbed the bathroom 
doorknob. Rat-munching rattlesnakes! It 
wouldn’t open! 
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WHERE’S THE 4 BATHROOM? 


“Look, Uncle Geronimo, there’s a sign on 
the door,” Benjamin said. Then he read the 
tiny letters out loud. 

“If you need to use the bathroom, please 
ask for the key. Sincerely, amuel @). 
‘Otin igysnout.” 

“But I can’t wait!” I cried, clutching my 
gurgling stomach. “‘nelp! . 





> ° - @ 
IF YOU NEED TO USE 
THE BATHROOM, 






PLEASE ASK FOR THE 
KEY. SINCERELY, 
SAMUEL S. 


STINGYSNOUT S 





WHERE’S THE J BATHROOM? 


Benjamin took off down the stairs. “Don’t 
worry, Uncle! I’ll get the key and be right 
back!” he shouted. 

I stumbled back into the room in a 
daze. That’s when I noticed Trap rolling 
on the floor, laughing. He was holding a 
box in his paws. Something told me that it 
wasn’t a get-well present for me. I stared 
at the label on the box. It said, TRICK 
CHOCOLATES. 

“What a great prank! That little piece 
of chocolate worked Il [REGO RD 
“T\\WMl(8 4” my cousin chuckled. 

I was furious. “You're Soing to pay 
for thi§!” I squeaked. But first, I had to 
find the key to the bathroom. I staggered 
out the door. Where, oh where was Uncle 
Samuel? 
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THE KEY! THE KEY! 


I raced down the hall, turned a corner, 
and ran smack into my uncle. 

“The key! The key, please!” I shouted, 
panting. My stomach was gurgling so loudly 
that I could barely hear 
myself squeak. 







Unfortunately, my uncle 
couldn’t hear me, either. 
He could hear about as 
well as a block of stale 
cheese. “Eh? What? 
Some tea?” he asked, 
cupping his ear. 
“The key! The 
bathroom 


key!” I tried again. 
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THE KEY! we THE KEY! 


He stared at me, confused. “The tree? 
You’ve seen a bonsai tree?” he guessed. 

I wanted to cry. I wanted to scream. I 
wanted to grab my uncle by the tail and fling 
him up to the moon. 

Luckily, just then Benjamin arrived. “He 
needs the key to the bathroom,” he explained 
loudly. 

My uncle sniffed. “Well, why didn’t he say 
so?” he squeaked. “Now, let’s see. Where 
did I put that key? In the cae or maybe 
in the study, or maybe. . 

I couldn’t take : anymore. “J UST 


FInd mW! ” I shrieked at the top 


of my lungs. 

At that moment, I noticed all of the doors 
to the other guests’ rooms were open. 
Everyone was staring at me in horror from 
their doorways. 
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THE KEY! FU THE KEY! 


“Who is making all that fuss?” 
I heard one rodent ask. 






* L. 
ct] 
“It’s that Geronimo Stilton  ” 
again,” another answered. 

“What a perfectly DREADFUL mouse!” a 
third cried. 

“Inexcusgable!” a fourth added. 

Right then, Uncle Samuel remembered 
that the bathroom key was hanging from a 
nail in the greenhouse, so we headed down 


to the garden. 


: 38 ? opps 
mrt away like +e 
finale at the cheddar 


po jely Festival! 


fs~ew orks 
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THE KEY! FU THE KEY! 


I did an impatient little dance behind 


a rose bush in the garden, WAITING, 
WAITING, WATTIOG. I couldn't wait 


much longer! What seemed like hours later, 
Uncle Samuel strolled out of the greenhouse 
waving a brass key. “See, I told you it was in 


ing, waiting, wor. 
sl iting. 
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THE KEY! FU THE KEY! 


the greenhouse,” heannounced triumphantly. 
He gave Benjamin the key. 

As I raced back up the castle steps, 
I was fuming. I couldn’t stop thinking about 
Trap and those trick chocolates. 
What a dirty rotten trick! How dare he 
make a fool out of me! I hurled myself 
up the last few stairs. I couldn’t wait 
to get my paws on my 





. ars 
prankster cousin. Bg & 
But I really couldn't = 
ve 
wait to get to the iis 
% 


bathroom. 
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PATIENCE PLAINPAWS 


After I finally got in and out of the bathroom, 
I stormed into the living room. It was 
crowded with chattering guests. I recognized 
a few distant relatives, but I had no time for 
small squeak. I only had one rodent on my 
mind. Just then, I spotted my cousin at the 
far side of the room. I pushed through the 
crowd like a madmouse. 

“What’s all this pushing?” a gray rodent 
grumbled. 

“It’s that Geronimo Stilton again!” a mouse 
in a feathered hat announced. 

‘He stomped right on my tart!” 
squeaked a short rat. 

I felt bad. I really am a true 
gentlemouse. But I was so enraged 
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PATIENCE So” PLAINPAWS 


that I could barely see straight. Just as I 
reached Trap, he whirled around. He had a 
huge smile on his snout. 

“There you are, Gerry Berry. my 
favorite cousin,” Trap gushed. “I’d like you 
to meet the charming young bride-to-be, 
Patience Plainpawe.” 

It was then that I noticed 
the smell not fall. 
neither thin nor fat 
female mouse standing next 
to Trap, although she was 
the kind of mouse you could 
easily overlook. She had 
plain brown fur and wore 
no makeup. Her eyes looked 
like two tiny specks behind 

s her thick glasses. And her 
yar’ LONG dull gray cocktail dress 





Patience © 
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PATIENCE Coy” PLAINPAWS 


hung on her likea SAC Kk. 

She wasn’t ugly, but she wasn’t beautiful. 
She was just... plain. 

“Ahem...lam...Imean,mynameis... 
um, that is...I am Patience Plainpaws,” 
she whispered awkwardly. 

I shook her paw. “Pleased to meet you,” I 
started to say, but I was interrupted by a tall, 
thin rat. He wore glasses, too, and a bowtie 
around his neck. His yellowish fur was 
thinning on top, even though he wasn’t that 
old. In fact, he’d probably be calling the 
Fur Club for Mice in a few years. Yep, my 
cousin Stevie Stingysnout was definitely on 
the road to baldness. 

“Dear cousin Geronimo, how are you?” 
he asked warmly, slapping me on the back. 
“I’m so pleased. No, I’m honored. No, I’m 


OVERTST OW ED to see you!” 


37 








PATIENCE So PLAINPAWS 


At last, someone who appreciated me. 
Someone who knew! wasanj mportant 
mouse. | am the publisher of the most popular 
newspaper in New Mouse City, after all. 

I grinned. “Why thank you, 
Stevie. And congratulations 






on your wedding,” | 
squeaked. “Patience 
seems like a um, pretty, 
uh, well, interesting, er, 
nice mouse.” 
reve CUP/e 
stevie Cured his Whiskers. 
For some reason, 
he had a strangely 
smug expression on 
his snout. “Yes, poor 
plain Patience,” he 
Ney). stingy murmured. “She is 
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PATIENCE Soy” PLAINPAWS 


rather dull, but she adores me, of course. 
Who wouldn’t?” 

I chewed my w hig kev to keep from 
snorting. Who did Stevie think he was? The 
famouse movie star, Brad Ratt? I had 
never met such a pompous rodent before! 

Then Stevie leaned closer. “I was wondering 
if you could take a look at an amazing book 
I have written. It’s called Memorrs of @ 

Per ect edent and it’s all about me. I 
want you to publish it.” 

I sighed. Now I knew why my cousin was 
being so nice to me. He wanted me to print 
his ridiculous book! 
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HOPE YOU LIKE 
BATHROOMS! 


Stevie S&S Q UE AK ED on and 
on about his book. His voice reminded me 
of my uncle Cheesebelly’s automatic cheese 
slicer. It droned on forever! I thought I 
would faint from boredom. Then I spotted 
my cousin Trap chatting with Patience 
Plainpaws. But wait! He wasn’t just talking. 
He was holding what looked like a box of 
chocolates. | gulped. Had my cousin gone 
mad? Why would he give the bride-to-be a 
tRICK CHOCOLAtE? She'd be stuck in the 
bathroom on one of the most important days 
of her life! 

I watched in horror as Patience brought 
the candy to her mouth. 
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Hope YOU LIKE & BATHROOMS! 


It was so sad. It was so pathetic. It was so 
wrong. 

Right then, I decided I had to do something. 
I had to save Patience. 

With a squeak, I scampered across the 
room and snatched the chocolate from the 
little mouse’s paws. I shoved it into Trap’s 
mouth instead. 

“There you go!” I shouted. “Let’s see 
how you like eating your trick chocolates, 
Trap. Hope you like bathrooms!” 





“Ny o' 
HPED ON THE pox, CRYS™ 


Hope YOU LIKE & BATHROOMS! 


The chocolates that missed Trap’s mouth 
scattered across the floor. 

Just thinking about those CHOCcOLates 
made me mad enough to twist my tail up in 
knots. I threw the box on the floor. Then I 
JyUMpED on it, crushing it to pieces. 

A hush fell over the room. 

I looked up. Everyone was staring at me. 
As for my cousin, he calmly chewed the 
chocolate and swallowed. 


<n = PePPeg three mor’ Sy Tours, 


“Nelicinus!’ he exclaimed. By now, 
his snout was covered in chocolate. “I don’t 
know why you didn’t want me to give Stevie 
and Patience these chocolates,” he smirked. 
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Hope YOU LIKE & BATHROOMS! 


“I bought this box at Select Sweets, the finest 
candy store in all of New Mouse City.” 

Then he lowered his voice and winked. 

“Of course, what you had was a different 
Kind of chocolate altogether, Gerry Berry,” 
he chuckled. 

I stared at my paws and felt my cheeks 
erow red. I felt lower than a sewer rat. 

The crowd around me began to murmur. 

“That Geronimo Stilton is starting to 
get under my Fur,” one mouse squeaked. 

“Did you See the wild laok in hid 
eyes when he chushed the chacelate 
6x?” another commented. 

“1 think the cheese hag really slid off his 
eracker,” a third said. 

I was so humiliated, red with 
slheame. All of these rodents thought 
I was nuts. Could things get any Worse 
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DON’T SPOIL 
YOUR APPETITE! 


A few minutes later, Uncle Samuel S. 
Stingysnout called everyone into the dining 
room. He held up his paw for silence. Then 
he made a speech. “Dear beloved relatives, 
the wedding ceremony will take place just 
three days from now. Tonight we will have 
what I like to call a light dinner. This way 
you will not spoil your appetite for the grand 
eee cele bration!” exe yery long table 

ambled to take our seats 
We were all starving. We hadn’t eaten a 
regular meal since we left home. 

“It’s about time we nibbled some cheese!” 
Trap grumbled, Knotti iQ his napkin 
around his neck. 
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It’s about time we nibbled some cheese! 


DON’T SPOIL <> YOUR APPETITE! 


My cousin Stevie was G@rumbling, 
too. Only he wasn’t grumbling about food. 
He was grumbling about his future bride. 

“Well, don’t just stand there, Patience,” 
he complained. “Go and get us some drinks. 
And don’t forget to put on an apron so you 
don’t get that new dress dir ty : 

I couldn’t believe it. My cousin 









was ordering the poor 
mouse around like she 
was a lowly sewer rat. 
“If he were my fiancé, I’d 
dump him like a stick of 
MOLDY cheese,” 
Thea murmured. 
“He’s so mean, and 
she’s so ki n d, ” 
Benjamin added, 
looking confused. 


DON’T SPOIL <> YOUR APPETITE! 


Afew minutes later, Patience returned from 
the kitchen. She was wearing a VATA Tg 
apron and maid’s cap. She made her way 
around the table passing out the appetizer, 
a glass of tap water. 

None of the guests seemed to notice 
Patience Plainpaws. They were too busy 
gossiping. I guess you could say I was 
eavesdropping, but I couldn’t help it. 
EVERYONE WAS SOUEAKING 
about the same thing, the bride and her 
lost fortune. Yes, it seemed that Patience 
Plainpaws used to be rolling in the dough. 
And I’m not talking about the kind of dough 
you find at The Slice Rat pizzeria. 

Patience grew up in a poor family. They 
lived in a small mouse hole on the rundown 
side of town. Her father was an inventor, but 
none of his inventions ever seemed to work 
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DON’T SPOIL <> YOUR APPETITE! 


G a ~ out. Then one day, he created 

bess og unique cheese-scented perfume. 

ing He called it Scent of Swiss. It 

became a huge hit! Before long, 

the Plainpaws family had made a fortune. 

They moved into a bigger mouse hole and 
began traveling all over the world. 

Then FRAGEDY struck. Mr. and 
Mrs. Plainpaws disappeared while hot-air 
ballooning over the Mousehara Desert. 
Patience became an orphan, and she was 
poor once again. That’s because Mr. and Mrs. 
Plainpaws didn’t believe in banks. They had 
hidden their FOR. TUNE somewhere near 
their mouse hole. Unfortunately, Patience 
was still looking for it to this day. 

“How sad. She’s sucha plain, UNATTRACTIVE 
MOUSE,” I heard one guest comment. 

“It’s not surprising she’s marrying Stevie. 
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Who else would want such a dreary 
mouse?” another added. 
I watched Patience shyly 


v2) 


passing out the glasses of 





water. Just then, she accidentally 
knocked one over. 

“Now look what you’ve done, you clumsy 
mouse!” Stevie scolded her. “You really 
must learn to be more careful.” 


wow loos 
4s 
ghUM s 

> acs . 
© oh 
7 - 

. Ion9 o 
W 9 B 3] &. 

Patience nodded, looking embarrassed. 

Next to me, my sister stamped her foot. 
“How dare he speak to her that way!” 
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& 


she fumed. She looked like she was about to 
EXPLODE. 

Oh, no, | thought. Once my sister gets all 
riled up, there’s no stopping her. One time, 
her friend Swissita had her purse stolen. 
Thea ran after the thief and snatched back 
the purse. Then she tied the robber’s tail 
to a lamppost on the corner of Cat Cross 
Boulevard. 

Lucky for Stevie, Uncle Samuel S. 
Stingysnout’s castle was miles away from 
the boulevard. 
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WHAT'S WITH 
THE CHAINS? 


I kept an eye on Thea as I sipped my water. 
There was barely enough water in the glass 
to wet my whiskers. I stared at my plate. 
It was rusty and dented. A six. square of 
white cloth lay under my fork. I guess my 
uncle was too cheap to spring for a whole 
napkin. 

When I tried to lift my fork, it wouldn’t 
budge. That’s when I realized that each piece 
of silverware was attached to a small chacn. 
The chains were nailed to the floor. 

“What’s with the chains?” Trap griped. 

Thea rolled her EYES. “I think 
Old Stingysnout is afraid we’re going 
to steal his silverware,” she said. 
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WHAT'S WITH or THE CHAINS? 


I picked up my fork. It clanked against 
the chain. I felt like I was having dinner in 
the mess hall at Tough Squeak Prison. Have 
you ever been there? It’s one scary place. 
The rodents at Tough Squeak are so mean 
that even their own mothers are AFRAID 
of them. 

I was thinking about the prison when 
Patience suddenly appeared at the head of 
the table. She was carrying a large S!LV ER 


S 
NAPKIN ; GLASsE 








serving tray. The tray had a big silver cover 
Over it. - . 
The room fell silent. Well, except 


for Trap’s rumbling tummy. faing by 


Everyone stared at the % 

silver platter hungrily. & 

“Hooray, we eat z 

at last!” squeaked = A 

Benjamin. © Po 
ty 


Spe fort 
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BRUSSELS SPROUTS 
AND BANANA PEELS 


Uncle Samuel held up his paw again for 
silence. “And now, the moment you have all 
been waiting for!” he announced jp a, |OU 
vOl C e. He motioned for Patience to begin 
passing out the food. 

By now, my stomach was rumbling just 
like my cousin’s. How embarrassing! I 
sounded like a race car at full speed. Visions 
of cheddar melts and gooey Cheesy Chews 
danced through my head. 

I was so busy dreaming about food, I didn’t 
even notice that Patience had rounded the 
table. A second later, she dropped a sin 
speck of something onto my plate. What 
was it? Did she lose a button? I squinted to 








54 


BRUSSELS SPROUTS R AND BANANA PEELS 


get a better look. 

“We will begin with “-» © stuffed 
pea,” Old Stingysnout squeake 

Ome stuffed pea? I stared at my 
plate in disbelief. 

How do you stuff a pea? I was too hungry 
to ask. Instead, I stabbed at the pea with my 
fork. But it was so tiny that I missed. It shot 
off my plate and onto the floor. 

“Finders keepers!” Trap shouted, scooping 
up my pea. He popped it into his mouth. 


i 
) WANTED TO SCRENTED 
O K. 
wan WR we TRAP'S NEC 


How could he eat my delicioug stuffed 
pea? Okay, it was only a pea, but I was 
desperate. Desperate for food. What was next? 
A rotten banana peel for the main course? 
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BRUSSELS SPROUTS A AND BANANA PEELS 


To my relief, Patience disappeared into the 
kitchen and came out with a second covered 
silver platter. My spirits soared. Forget the 
pea, maybe there were grilled cheese 
sandwiches under there. Or Clue. cheese. 
danishes. Or [JJ OZ ZH) RELL ®) milk 
shakes. 

“Our second course will feature > 
delicious boiled brussels sprout. And for 
dessert, everyone will receive ©“) 09> 
yummy raspberry,” Uncle Samuel squeaked 
proudly. 

Tears sprang to my eyes. I took my glasses 
off so I could cry freely. 
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A MISHMASH OF 
USELESS JUNK 


After dinner, the guests watched as the 
bride and groom opened their gifts. There 
were crystal goblets, UGLY lamps, and a 
pair of @¥%&4€2 candlesticks. 

Patience cried when she unwrapped 
Benjamin’s homemade cardboard hearts. 

I felt like crying myself. Oh, why hadn’t 
I insisted that Benjamin bring a nice fruit 
basket? Or a gourmet cheesecake? Ora block 
of day-old cheddar? Any sort of food! 

Thea’s if t was next. It was a leopard- 
spotted nightgown. The bride looked thrilled, 
but the groom frowned. 

“Dear cousin,” he coughed, “I’m afraid 
this is really not right for Patience. She s 
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A MISHMASH » ae OF USELESS JUNK 


rather plain, if you know what I mean. 
I think she’d be better off in a nice woolen 
pair of long underwear. After all, the castle 
tends to be very chilly at night. We don’t 
like to turn on the heat when it’s cold. It 
costs money.” 

I shivered. Well, that explains why | felt 
like a walking mowusesicle. I tried 
thinking warm thoughts. Sunny beaches, 
crackling fires... I closed my eyes. How 
strange. I could almost hear the fire 
crackling. 

Then I realized it was just Trap. He had 
a habit of cracking his knuckles. How 
rude! Sometimes I can hardly believe 
we're related. 

I was still thinking about my obnoxious 
cousin when Patience unwrapped my gift. It 
was a SOLip £OLp one-of-a-kind cheese dish. 
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— YOU, 


‘ci. 5 . 1 le 





Stevie squeaked, grabbing the gift from 
Patience. “This thing must be worth a lot of 
money!” 

I could tell Stevie couldn’t wait to return 
my gift to the store in exchange for cash. 
Oh, well. Maybe with the money he would 
stop living in the arctic zone and CUR EER 
©>F2 the heat in the castle once in a while. 
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A MISHMASH » ae OF USELESS JUNK 


At last, all of the gifts had been opened. 
What a mishmash of Ugeles¢ junk! 
There was a music box containing a statue 
of a mouse, a snow globe, an ugly tie, a 
silver toilet seat cover with ornate designs 
engraved on the top, and what looked like a 


rotten apple. 











A MISHMASH » ae OF USELESS JUNK 


The gifts took up one whole corner 
of the room. It looked like a small flea 
market — minus the fleas. (Well, unless 
you counted the fruit fles Daazzimg 
around the apple thingy.) 
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THE FAMOUSE 
UNCLE GAGRAT 


After the presents, Uncle Stingysnout 
told everyone to relax in the living room. 
My stomach was still grumbling, but 
I decided to ignore it. So I hadn’t eaten a 
thing all day. So I was feeling weak in the 
paws. I would live. After all, who ever heard 
of a rodent kicking the bucket after skipping 
a few meals? But just then, my tummy let 
out a loud ROAR. Headlines flashed 
through my brain: STILTON STARVES TO DEATH 
AT WEDDING! PUBLISHER PASSES OUT FROM 
HUNGER! 

I rubbed my stomach to calm it down. 
That’s when I noticed that the guests were 
all staring at me with disgust. I coughed. 
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THE FAMOUSE a UNCLE GAGRAT 


I scampered to an old pawchair in the corner 
of the room. 

But just as I sat down, I heard a loud, 
obnoxious sound. 

Preertt Preeett Preertt 
Preeeti Preeeti 

My fur turned BEET RED.| 


jumped up. 





4 p33 435550 


al 
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THE FAMOUSE a UNCLE GAGRAT 


The room fell silent. 

Everyone was staring at me again. This 
time, they looked even more disgusted. 

I’m going to get Trap for this, | thought. 
Who else would play such an embarrassing 
ULSUCLS on me? 

“That’s it, Cousin!” I shrieked. “This time 
you've gone too far!” 

I leaped across the room. But Trap was 
too fast. He climbed up onto the piano, out 
of reach. “It wasn’t me, Germeister!” he 
protested. | 

Then I heard a giqg| € behind my back. 
I whirled around. 

“How did you like my Reo” a rodent 
snickered. 

I sighed. I should have known. It was my 
uncle Gagrat, the biggest prankster on two 
paws. 
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It wasn’t me, Germeister! 


Ys 


CLOSE AND DISTANT 
RELATIVES 


Uncle Gagrat pulled out a RED BALLOON 
from under my chair. He waved it in the air. 

“Pretty good, eh, Nephew?” he chuckled. 
He slapped me on the back so hard I nearly 
lost my whiskers. 

“Ahem, very funny, Uncle,” I mumbled, 
still embarrassed. 

The whole room was now laughing at me. 

Oh, why did everyone like to pick on me? 
I was a good mouse. I didn’t lie, cheat, or 
steal. Well, except for the time I took a box 
of cheese crackers from the grocery 
store. But it was an accident. Sometimes I 
forget to look in the bottom of my shopping 
cart. I was still thinking about those yummy 
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CLOSE AND Np DISTANT RELATIVES 


crackers when I spotted Aunt Sugarfur. 
Squeaking of yummy, my aunt Sugarfur 
always smelled like a yummy batch of 
homemade cookies. That’s because she ran 
her own bakery for years and years. 
“How are you, Auntie?” I squeaked, giving 
her a mouse-sized hug. 
Oh, how I love dear 
Alunt Sugarfur. 
Every time I visit 
her, she gives me 
a delicious triple 
chocolate cheese 
muffin. 
Now she _ pulled 
one out of her purse. 
“This is for you, 





Geronimo,” she 
Aunt Sugartut said, grinning. 
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CLOSE AND Np DISTANT RELATIVES 


4 felt like I died ang Went to Mouse heaven 
Use nedavet. 


Food! I swallowed that muffin in one gulp. 

Behind Aunt Sugarfur was her husband, 
Uncle Kindpaws, and their twins, Squeakette 
and Squeaky. My cousins were dressed in 
matching Yellow tutus. 

They danced over to Benjamin. “Go play 
with them,” I encouraged him. My nephew 
can be a little shy at first. 

Next I was greeted by my uncle Walter 
Worrywhiskers. Uncle Wally is a champion 
worrywart. Every month, he is convinced he 
has another rare and awful disease. 

“Wow are you, Uncle Wally?” 1 
asked, shaking his paw. 

His fur paled. “Why do you ask?” he 
stammered. “Do I look ill? Are my whiskers 
drooping? Is my tail twitching?” 
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Squeakette and Squeaky were dressed 
in matching yellow tutus. 


CLOSE AND Np DISTANT RELATIVES 


Before I could answer, he whipped out an 
antibacterial wipe. He carefully cleaned his 
paws, face, ta.L, and ears. 

Just then, another uncle tapped me on 
the back. It was Uncle Mastermouse. Uncle 
Mastermouse was a top professor at New 
Mouse City University. He could rattle on 
and on for hours about anything. The only 
problem was he liked to talk about the most 
boring subjects on earth, like cheese graters 
and pawnail clippers. 


HE COULD D 
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THE EARLY MOUSE 
CATCHES THE CHEESE 


That night, I wished I had Uncle 
Mastermouse around to put me to sleep. | 
barely slept a wink. It was Fir-Freezing 
old. I tried pretending the fake fireplace 
was real. But it didn’t help. My teeth were 
still chattering. 

I huddled under an 
old WO blanket, 


fully dressed. I was 





even wearing my coat! On 

top of it all, the bed had no mattress. Uncle 
Samuel claimed that sleeping on a board 
is healthier for your back. “A mouse needs 
good posture,” he explained. | tossed and . 


w «=(S 
Ye yee 
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THE EARLY MOUSE ge CATCHES THE CHEESE 


Forget good posture! This mouse 
just needed a good night’s sleep. 

At five in the morning, Old 

Stingysnout woke everyone up. 





He was standing in the garden 
courtyard. “Time to wake up, dear 
relatives!” he screamed into a megaphone. 





In the bed next to me, Trap pulled the 
blanket up to his snout. “Cheese,” he 
grumbled. “I’ll believe that when I 
see it. If he serves brussels sprouts for 
breakfast, I’m out of here.” 

We trooped down to the kitchen. 

Uncle Samuel was busy explaining to 
Patience how to recycle tea bags. 
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THE EARLY MOUSE rd CATCHES THE CHEESE 


“It’s all in the wrist, my dear. You must dip 

the tea bag into the hot water for the briefest 

> iwet 

of moments, and then pull it out. R 2 cae © 

Like this!” he instructed, demonstrating. 

“You'll see, with this method, your tea bags 
will last you for ages.” 


at 


Patience stared at the tea bag 





as if in a trance. I wondered 
what she was thinking. 

Meanwhile, Uncle Samuel 
was keeping an eye on all the 
hungry relatives roaming the 
kitchen. 

“Breakfast will be ready 
soon,” he announced. 
“Everyone please have a 
seat.” 

My mouth began to water. I could go 
for a tasty egg-and-cheese sandwich on a 
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THE EARLY MOUSE rd CATCHES THE CHEESE 


sesame seed bun. Or maybe even 
a nice warm stack of cheddar 
pancakes. I picked up a jar 
of steawberry jam in the 
center of the table. Yum! 





In a flash, Old Stingysnout 
appeared at my side. “PLEASE PUT THAT 
DOWN, GERONIMO,” he ordered. 





Two minutes later, Uncle Samuel served 
us our breakfast. It didn’t take long. We 
each got one tiny bread crumb. 

“Nothing like a whole grain in the 
morning,” my uncle said, sighing happily. 
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GREAT-GRANDFATHER 
CHEDDAR CHEAPSKATE 


This time, my tummy wasn’t the only 
one grumbling. Everyone had had it with 
Uncle Samuel S. Stingysnout’s stingy ways. 
Of course, my uncle didn’t even seem to 
notice. 

“Ah, it’s so nice to have all my dear 
relatives here,” he said, beaming. “It reminds 
me of the family F2UNLON we 
used to have when my great-grandfather 
was alive. Yes, Great-Grandfather Cheddar 
Cheapskate. Now there was a mouse who 
knew how to save his pennies 


and his bread crumbs. He 
taught me everything I know Se 
about economizing.” 


he. 











VJ 
GREAT-GRANDFATHER (2) CHEDDAR CHEAPSKATE 
— i) a 


With a sigh, Uncle Samuel wiped away a 
small tear. 

“Old Cheapskate could make a roll of toilet 
paper last six months. He could cut a cheese 


morsel one hundred ways,” he boasted. 


“ Ke 


Wa§ a . , 
L "artist, a true saver, a--° 





Before he could 
go on, my cousin 
Squeakette whirled 
into the kitchen. 
“Uncle Samuel,” 
she interrupted. 
“The hot water isn’t 
working! How 
am I supposed to 
| shampoo, rinse, 
PN 
x and repeat, not to 


. | o* mention condition?” 
Grandfather chedd™ ention condition? 
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GREAT-GRANDFATHER ay CHEDDAR CHEAPSKATE 


Uncle Samuel smiled under his whiskers. 
“Ah, my dear, I’m so sorry! It was working up 
until the moment you arrived,” he insisted. 

Something told me he wasn’t exactly telling 
the truth. In fact, he was probably lying 
through his teeth. After all, Old Stingysnout 
needed to turn on the electricity in 
order to make the water hot. And electricity 
cost money. So everyone would have to take 
FP C@Z1iig COld showers 

Cousin Squeakette and the rest of my 
relatives looked glum. No one _ noticed 
my sister, Thea, slip out of the room. 

A minute later, she called up from the 
basement. “Uncle Samuel, great news!” she 
sque%kad. “The hot-water heater isn’t 
broken. The electricity was just SWITCHED 
OFF. Yep, it looks like there will be enough 
boiling hot water for everyone!” 
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~, 
GREAT-GRANDFATHER (fsb) CHEDDAR CHEAPSKATE 


Uncle Samuel S. Stingysnout’s fur turned 
white. He slumped into a chair. 


are 
W-w-water: PY ane?” 


he gasped. “Someone bring me my smelling 


salts. | THINK . 


A 
ZB 
vz 
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FRESHLY COOKED 
MUSSEL SOUP 


After breakfast, Uncle Samuel invited 
everyone to play a round of golf, then 
archery, then Ping-Pong, then Tiddlywinks. 
It was clear he was trying to get our minds 
off food. Lunchtime came and went. 

By three in the afternoon, we were all 
famished. 

Trap stole into the kitchen and 
came back with a huge slice 






of cheese. It looked 

perfect. Perfectly 
delicious, that is. 
But when he bit into it, 
he chipped a tooth. 


IT WA 


OF mM " MADE 


ARBLE! 


FRESHLY COOKED Gy MUSSEL SOUP 


That night, we all met around 
the dinner table. 

“If that dude hasn’t made 

some serious cheesy chow, my 





tailis, like, so outta here,” my teenage cousin 
Skip Skatefur complained. 
4 ™ . with you,” Trap — itll me!” 
taking my wedding 

Even my sweet Aunt Sugarfur nodded. 

Everyone was fed up with being underfed! 

At that moment, Uncle Samuel appeared at 
the door. He must have heard the comments 
because he looked slightly annoyed. 

“Dear relatives, you must have noticed by 
now that I’m not exactly ROLL!NG in the 
dough,” he squeaked. “The castle is in need 
of repairs. The garden is overgrown. And I 
had to fire the butler, the cook, the butcher, 
the baker, and the candlestick maker. But 
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FRESHLY COOKED Oy MUSSEL SOUP 


as Great-Grandfather Cheddar Cheapskate 
used to say, ‘Don’t judge a castle by its 
paint job.’” 

The guests hung their heads. I guess 
everyone was feeling a little bit ashamed. 

“Any wa y»” Uncle Samuel S. Stingysnout 
continued. “Since everyone is so hungry, | 
have decided to move the wedding ceremony 
up to SEX A.M. the day after tomorrow. 
You can all go home after that and stuff 
your snouts. There will be no reception or 
refreshments after the ceremony. After all, 
who can eat so early in the day?” he added 
with a chuckle. No one said a word. 

The guests were either in shock 
or too weak to squeak. 

Then Trap broke the silence. 
“Uncle Samuel,” he said. “I get 
that you’re low on the CASH, 
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FRESHLY COOKED Gy MUSSEL SOUP 


but you must have scrounged something up 
for dinner tonight, right?” 

Old Stingysnout beamed. “Ah, yes, my 
dear nephew, tonight I’ve gone all out.” He 
waved a paw at Patience, who began passing 
out bowls of something or other. 

What was inside? A parmesan shaving? A 
raisin? _, \ncle Samuel S. Stip 

and agmne really had outdo, 


Oo, 
ys" 


SNouy 
e him Selp 


We were each presented with bowls of 
steaming mussel soup. 
We gulped it down in 
no time flat. 

Finally, a meal fit for 
a mouse. 
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CLANG! CLANG! 
CLANG! 


That night, I woke up with a start. My 
tummy was rumbling away. 11 MUST HAVE 
BEEN THE MUSSELS. I decided to go to 
the kitchen for a nice cup of warm milk. 

I put on my clothes and wrapped a blanket 
around me. 

Brrr. The castle felt just like a freezer. 

I headed down the stairs. But just then, | 
heard a noise. Clang, clang, clang! 

I stopped. 

A light was shining in the castle’s highest 
tower. 

Clang, clang, clang! 

I shivered. I shook. I twisted my tail up in 
knots. 
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CLANG! CLANG! = CLANG! 


Was it a ghost with chains? Was it a crazed 
cymbal-clanging monster? 

I was scared. But I was curious. 

1 climbed UP the stairs leading to the 
tower on shaky paws. Then I peeked through 
the keyhole. 

Holey cheese! I couldn't believe it! 

Uncle Samuel was sitting in a chair 
surrounded by a huge mound of gold coins. 
He was counting the coins one by one. Then 
he put them in stacks and dropped them into 
leather bags. 
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CLANG! CLANG! BES CLANG! 
——__———. & Seen 


he counted, eyes shining with greed. 

MOLDY THOZZAEL LE! Where 
did all of this gold come from? Uncle 
Stingysnout’s big speech about not rolling 
in the dough was all a |.) =. And here I’d 
been feeling sorry for the old mouse! I guess 
he really did live up to his name. 

I stood, frozen, unable to move. I couldn’t 
tear my eyes away from Uncle Stingysnout. 
But right then, a door behind him opened. 
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WHAT'S WRONG WITH 
THE OLD ONES? 


Stevie strolled into the room. 

“Ah, look at all of this beautiful Ge/«/, 
my son,” Uncle Samuel S. Stingysnout said, 
grinning. “Someday, this will all be yours. But 
you must promise me never to spend it on silly 
things like toilet paper or new underwear. 
What’s wrong with the old ones, I say?” 

Stevie put his paw on his H€ ART. “of 
course, Father. I’ve been wearing the same 
underwear for five years. And toilet paper is 
for sissies,” he agreed. 

Old Stingysnout beamed. 

“Great-Grandfather Cheapskate would be 
so proud, Son,” he squeaked happily. “By 
the way, we'll have to BUCKLE DOWN ana really 
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WHAT'S WRONG Oe», WITH THE OLD ONES? 


save once these silly relatives have left. We’ve 
been spending too much on meals and water 
bills since they’ve been here.” 

I shook my head. I was in shock. Uncle 
Samuel had more money then Ratly Trump. 
Do you know him? He’s the wealthiest 
business mouse on all of Mouse Island! 

Quietly, Icrept back tomy room. The others 
were all awake. It seemed like everyone had 
an upset stomach. 

“Do you know where the mussels came 
from?” moaned Trap. “Sront the castle rot 
I overheard Old Stingysnout whispering to 
Stevie about them after dinner.” 

My fur stood on end. I wondered if a mouse 
could die from eating poisoned. shellfish. 

Thea decided that a little air would do us 
all good, so we climbed the stairs leading to 
the rooftop. 
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CHEAP WITH A 
CAPITAL “C” 


Upon the roof, we heard someone 
crying . A small gray figure sat hunched 
over in the shadows. 

It was Patience. 

We walked over to her. 

“What’s wrong, bride-to-be?” Trap asked, 
trying to cheer her up. “You shouldn’t be 
crying. You should be dancing. You’re 
getting hitched to cousin Stevie the 
day after tomorrow!” 

At the mention of the name 
Stevie, Patience began to cry 
harder. 

“Oh, I’m so ashamed,” she sobbed. “Stevie 


told me that I spend too much. He said | 
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need to learn how to save.” Ve 

Thea rolled her eyes. She looked hotter 
with rage than a spicy cheese omelette at the 
Mexican Mouse Cantina. “Listen, Patience. 
I don’t want to mess up your wedding plans, 
but you need to DRO? that mouse like a 
sour cheese stick! He’s mean. He’s snotty. 
And he’s cheap with a capital “C.” You can 2 
find a million mice better than him!” she 
advised. + 

Patience blew her nose into a checkered ae 
handerchief. She looked miserable. 

“But that’s just it, Thea,” she a “] 
can’t find another mouse. I’m not charming, w& 
or precey, or witty like you. I’m just 
a plain old boring mouse. After my parents 
died, I felt all alone. I had no family. Then 
Stevie Stingysnout came along. I know he’s 
just marrying me in hopes that he will find 





92 













ee FF a 


CHEAP WITH A 493277 CAPITAL “C” 





my family’s money someday. But I guess he’s 


better than no one.” 

“You know, Patience,” Trap scoffed, 
“family really isn’t all it’s cracked up to 
be. I mean, take Geronimo, for example. 
Do you know how embarrassing it is to 
have a cousin like him?” 

I tried to ignore him. But I’d had it 
with all of Trap’s insults. 7a hard 
tt with his pranks. 
Soon we were chasing each other 
around the castle. 

Patience watched us with teary eyes. 
“Ah, family. Even when you’re fighting, 
you can tell how much you care about 
one another,” I heard her tell Thea. 

I glared at Trap. All I cared about 
was TWISTING his tail up 


in the biggest knot ever. 
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EXTREME MOUSE 
MAKEOVER 


Thea put her paw around Patience. She led 
her inside. Then she ordered the rest of us 
to follow. I didn’t argue. My sister can get 
pretty crabby when she doesn’t get her way. 

Thea had Patience stand in front of a full- 


A TT) fi) a) tO ‘ 
IW UPR RR “Hmm, let’s see,” 


length 
she said, examining Patience from head to 
pawnail. “What do you say we do a little 
makeover on you? It will make you feel like 
a million bucks.” 

Patience stared at her glum reflection. “I 
don’t know, Thea,” she said, sighing. “What 
can you do? I’m just a drab, boring mouse, 
and I’m afraid there’s no changing that.” 

If any mouse knew anything about 
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EXTREME MOUSE p MAKEOVER 


makeovers, it was my sister. She’d seen 
every episode of Mouse Makeover on the 
cable channel. It was her favorite show. 

Now she took off Patience’s eyeglasses. 
“First, we need to get you a pair of contacts. 
You have the most beautiful @M@eraL 
&PECN eyes I’ve ever seen!” she squeaked. 
“And look at those long, shapely paws. 
You’ve been hiding them inside those awful 
eranny dresses. I say, buy yourself some 
awesome miniskirts. Are you with me?” 

Patience looked skeptical. 

My sister didn’t wait for an answer. She 
flung open Patience’s closet and began 
ripping clothes off their hangers. 

"BPOY. GrOY. dN0 More gray! Oh, 
what a terrible color! From now on, you 
must not wear one more stitch of 


eray!” she instructed Patience. “You 
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must wear @E°@eF2 to bring out your eyes, 
or P@W to warm up your fur.” 

Patience nodded, overwhelmed. “Oh, of 
course, yes, whatever you say,” she mumbled. 

I smiled. No one can ever say no to my sister. 

Thea gathered Patience’s clothes together 
and chucked them all out the window. 

“Now we're Peady to Set Started!” 
she squeaked, putting a paw around 
Patience. “It’s time for Thea Stilton’s extra- 
fabumouse, extra-spectacular makeover. 
When Ym done with you, my dear rodent, you 
wont even Pecognige yoursedf! ” 

She pushed the rest of us out the door, 
screaming, ‘Leave US atone! : 

Then she hung up a sign. DO NOT 
DISTURB! ARTIST AT WORK! 
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WHAT A SIGHT! 


The next morning, Patience and Thea 
headed for town. I watched them zoom off 
on Thea’s motorcycle. What a sight! At first, 
Patience looked thrilled. Then she looked 
terrified. Of course, the three wheelies Thea 
did in the driveway probably didn’t help 


calm her down. 





WHAT A e SIGHT! 


Later that night, the pair returned. They 
were loaded down with lots of bags and 
PACK LA\ELG of all shapes and sizes. 
We tried to sneak a peek at Patience, but she 
was too fast. The two rodents disappeared 
into the bride-to-be’s room, giggling like 
school mice. 

They even slammed the door on Stevie’s 
snout. He stood in the hallway, looking 


stunned. 





A 


BEYOND 
(GLAMOROUS 


An hour later, I heard Thea’s 
door open. A mouse shyly 
peeked out. 





It wasn’t Thea. 

But it wasn’t Patience Plainpaws either. 

This mouse wasn’t drab. Slee MWS 
hevowd glamorous! 

She had rich HONEY BLONDE FUR that 
fell in waves around her pretty face. She was 
dressed in a short silky red dress that showed 
off her long shapely paws. Her GREEN 
EYES sparkled under long lashes. , 

I blinked. Who was this stunning 

eauty? I took off my eyeglasses to 
clean them. Was I seeing things? Was this 
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BEYOND A GLAMOROUS 


really Patience Plainpaws? 

The small mouse took a few hesitant steps 
down the hallway. 

“Ahem, how do I look, Geronimo?” she 
asked. 

I gasped. It was Patience! I was about to 
tell her she was a vision of true beauty when 
Trap showed up. 

“Somebody catch me! I think I’m about 
to faint!” he shrieked dramatically. “Who is 
this halbohitilis mouselette? Thea, why 
haven’t you introduced us?” 

My sister giggled. ‘Don t you 
recognize her, Cousin?” she 
squeaked. «qyr"'S PATIENCE, 


MY MAKEOVER 


MASTERPIECE” 
Trap took off like a shot. Then he returned 
with a red rose clamped between his teeth. 
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He threw himself on the floor in front of 
Patience. “What do you say, Gore e0us? 
You and me, on a cruise to the Nibblette 
Islands? I know a great travel agent,” he 


suggested. 
I rolled my eyes. Trap was such a shameless 


Mit 





omnce 
ones’ 


Aimselp on the floor in gront ° 





102 





BEYOND A GLAMOROUS 


“Ahem, dear Patience,” I said, clearing my 
throat. “I have two tickets to the cheese rind 
exhibit at the New Mouse City Mouseum next 
week. I would love to take you.” 

Patience blushed. | cuess she 
wasn’t used to being noticed. She started to 
stammer something, but 





my sister cut her off. 
“Listen, you two, 
my mouse here is very 
busy. I’m proud to say 
that her calendar is 
filled for the next 
three weeks!” she 

exclaimed. 
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I’M RICH! 


Soon, we all followed 
Patience down to the 
living room. Suddenly, 
Stevie popped out from 
behind a column. When 
he saw Patience, his jaw 
hit the ground. 

“Patiénce .. « What 





did you...how could 

you... how much did 

thi§ GO§t?” he finally 
mumbled. 

A look of disgust 

covered Patience’s 

face. She put her 

paws on her hips. 
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I’M & RICH! 


She looked like a new mouse, confident and 
strong. 

“That is so like you, Stevie,” she said. “All 
you care about is money! Well, you won’t 
have to worry about me anymore, because 
I’m breaking our engagement. I don’t want 
to be married to a stingy old snot. I’ve 
realized that I deserve better, thanks to my 
new friend, Thea Stilton.” 


srevie GLARED ,, 7A nt 


“Yes, Stevie dear, Patience needs more 
than a single bread crumb for breakfast,” my 
sister explained. “She needs cheese danish 
once ina while and even a fancy dinner on the 
town now and then. She deserves kindness! 
She’s sick of being cooped up here in this 
dingy old castle. She wants to meet 
new people and travel to exotic lands.” 








105 


I’M Y RICH! 


Now Stevie glared at Patience. 
“exotic LANDS? and 
how do you think you’re 

going to pay for that?” he 





smirked. 

His ex-fiancée smiled shrewdly. “Oh, I 
forgot to tell you. Thea and I stopped at 
my parents’ old mouse hole on our way to 
town. And guess what? I found their hidden 
fortune. I’m mice She grinned. 

At the thought of Patience’s newfound 
money, Stevie’s fur 


turned white. His ,sen vee Mee, 
eyes rolled back vs % 
; S ) 
into his head. by 4 9 
° 4) 
Then he fainted. ¢ % B 
ra) Qa: 
by es 
SF pee "ge 
P 


ye) 2 
“2/ s1r0x9 0% \ 
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BACK TO THE 
BIG CITY 


Now that the wedding was off, everyone 
was free to leave. Guests shoved their 
belongings into suitcases and _ hightailed 
it out of there. I guess everyone had had 
enough of Old Stingysnout’s castle. I, for 
one, couldn’t wait to get home to my cozy 
mouse hole. As soon as I got there, I was 
going to make myself the biggest bowl of 
macaroni and cheese ever. Del icioug! 

We said good-bye to Patience on the castle 
steps. She was on her way out, too. 

“Are you sure you don’t want to come 
with me?” Trap asked the newly single 
mouse. “I’ll take you to all of New Mouse 


City’s HOPPING clubs. We can 
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scamper the night away.” 

i pushed my cousin aside. 
“Patienceisn’t interested in ratty nightclubs,” 
I told Trap. Then I whispered in Patience’s 
ear. “If you’d like, I can take you to my 
EX<CLUGIVL golf club or to the opera,” 
I offered. 


Thea put her paw on Patience’s arm. 
“Forget those two,” she snickered s Fu 





BACK TO THE Sf BiG CITY 


introduce you to my friends. They’re smart, 
fun, and very adventurous. We'll have the 
most fabumouse time!” 

Patience thought about it for a second. 
Then she grinned and jumped on the back 
of Thea’s motorcycle. 

The bike 8 BSSSE BSH witha deafening 


roar. As for the rest of us, let’s just say we 


* ry a - ley 
were left fi] Fe a 


9 U § 


if 
) 








AN INTERESTING 
BUNCH 


Several days later, I sat in my Congy 
pawchair at home thinking about the 
wedding. Well, actually, I wasn’t really 
thinking about the wedding. After all, 
the wedding part never did happen. I was 
thinking about all of my crazy relatives. I 
flipped through [T][4][E] [P]f][o][z][o][s] 1 
had taken. Their faces grinned back at me. 
@ There was Patience, before Thea’s 

makeover. And Stevie, before Patience 
dumped him. There was Uncle Samuel 
looking as cheap as ever, and my dear Aunt 
Sugarfur, Uncle Kindpaws, Uncle Gagrat, 


@ and the rest of them. 
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AN INTERESTING )__. BUNCH 





I must say, we did make an interesting 
bunch. 


Sa 


all families are 





yess 

ut we + OWN at 
interesting in theit 

_ right? 
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1, Geronimo Shilton, have a lot of mouse 
friends, but none as spooky as my friend 
CREEPELLA VON CACKLEFUR! She is an 
enchanting and MY$T@RJOU$ mouse with a pet 
bat named Bitewing. I’m a real ’fraidy 
mouse, but even I think CREEPELLA and her 
family are L\VNILAWLLULY fascinating. I can’t wait 
for you to read all about CREEPELLA in these 
and spectacularly spooky tales! 
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He is a cavemouse — Geronimo Stilton’s — 
ancient ancestor! He runs the stone 
newspaper in the prehistoric village 
of Old Mouse City. From dealing with G& Sal 
dinosaurs to dodging meteorites, i) | = 
his life in the Stone age) is full 
of adventure) 
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ABOUT TH UTHOR 
Born in New Mouse City, Mo 


Island, GERONIMO fe oa) 


Rattus Emeritus of Mousomorphic 






Literature..and of Ratonic 





mparative Philosophy. For the 





past twenty years, he has been 
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< a Sei , 
running The Rodent’s Gazette, 







most widely read daily newspaper. 


scoops on The Curse of the Cheese Pyramid and @ 
The Search for Sunken TedSure. He h 






received the PMersen 2000 Prize for P ali 


. = a We ae Pee 
the Year. One of his bestsellers won the 2002 eBook 


_ Award for world’s best ratlings’ electronic book. His 
@ works have been published all over the globe. a 


In hissspare time, Mr. Stilton collects antique 
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enjoys is telling stories to his nephew Benjamin. 
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2. Printing presses (where the books *~ 
and newspaper are printed) te 

3. Accounts department 

4. Editorial room (where the editors, 
illustrators, and designers work) 

5. Geronimo Stilton’s office 

6. Helicopter landing pad 
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“ Dear mouse friends, 


Thanks for reading, and farewell 
till the next book. 
It'll be another.y hisker-lickifig2800d 
adventure, and that’s a promise! 








Geronimo Stilton 
Pe icici _hmiesienalall 
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Who issGeronimo Stilton? 

That’s me! | run a newspaper, but 
my true passion is writing adventure 
stories. Here in New Mouse City, the 
capital of Mouse Island, my books 
are all bestsellers! My stories are 
funny, fa-mouse-ly funny. They are 
whisker-licking-good tales, and that’s 
a promise! 





WEDDING CRASHER 

I’m not much of a traveling mouse! 
So when | got an invitation to my 
cousin Stevie Stingysnout’s wedding 
far, far away, | wasn’t exactly 
squeaking with joy. But Thea, Trap, 
and Benjamin thought it sounded 
fabumouse. They dragged me along 
to the Stingysnouts’ crazy castle on 
Cheap Change Hill. Moldy mozzarella, 
what a disaster! | never should have 
“agreed to go with them.... 





BENJAMIN 





www.scholastic.com/ 
geronimostilton 
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